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of retirement were gems of purest ray ; and the
.attendant maidens were more beautiful than pen can
^describe.

^ j? The charioteer turned to his companion. "" Rest
Jhere, O King/5 he said, " under the shade of this tree,
while I announce your arrival to the ruler of this
sacred grove/' The king bowed assent, and as soon
as his companion had left him felt his right arm
throb with violence. " That would be an omen of
coming joy," he said, " but joy has forsaken my life
since Sakuntala passed out of it."

At that moment he heard a voice which seemed
to be speaking in a scolding manner as if to a naughty
child. " Rest yourself/3 it said; " why do you give
way so readily to violent temper ? "

The king cast his eyes around and saw at a
distance a little boy with two female attendants.
The child was forcibly pulling towards him a lion's
cub and trying to prise open its mouth in order, as
he said, " to count its teeth." The fearless action
of such a mere infant roused the interest and admira-
tion of Dushyanta, who found himself wishing that
he had such a son of his own. How he would rejoice
in his fearlessness !

" The lioness will get you/3 said one of the
women, " if you do not let her little one go ! "

" Oh, I am afraid of her," said the boy with a
mischievous smile. " Let me hide; let me hide."
Then he ran, laughing roguishly, behind the skirts of
one of his nurses. But he did not release the lion's
cub.